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years easily. His hair was a shade greyer, but the brightness of his
eye and the gaiety of his laugh were unabated. He said that they
had heard of my coming from the Australian newspapers and they
rejoiced, though they knew not the cause (here the hereditary laugh
carried a tremor of nervousness). A princess had just been born to
the young King, and he, as His Majesty's father, chuckled at the
thought of being a grandfather and touched lightly on the still burn-
ing question of the King's marriage, for all it had threatened revolu-
tion, and " Misa Beika " was back again. He laughed long and loud
at this admission and the reminiscences that it evoked. When he
went off I asked him to get the King to appoint a time to receive us,
and in the meantime sent a letter to the King to the same effect. To
this I got two answers: one official, appointing ten o'clock next day,
and the other private, thanking me for inquiries after the health of
the Queen and the infant princess.
King George I of Tonga had died in 1893 at the mature age of
ninety-six. His death was ascribed to his obstinate habit of bathing
in the sea at daybreak. Contrary to expectation, his great-great-
grandson, Taufaahau, had succeeded him under the tide of George
Tubou II without disturbance. His first act had been to dismiss my
old friend Tukuaho, appointing him governor of the Vavau sub-
group; his second, to appoint Sateki, my Auditor General, Prime
Minister in his stead. For a time the Premier had had a European
clerk, but the native government had gradually come to dispense
with all Europeans except the customs staff.
In the afternoon we ran the Tongan ensign to the masthead and
saluted it, and the report of the first gun did certainly produce some
stir. Tongan guardsmen emerged from the guardroom on the wharf,
and presently they hauled out two five-pounders and trundled them
to the foot of the flagstaff. The Union Jack was run up in place of
the Tongan ensign and saluted with twenty-one guns. The five-
pounders must have been dangerously hot before all had been fired.
Next morning the Tongan guards were much in evidence: their
band was descried marching to quarters. As regarded salutes I left
everything to the captain. He went off with his officers in full dress,
and I was told to wait till I was sent for.
At last they signalled for me, and we went off with Queen
Victoria's picture and the Sword of Honour and the red dispatch box